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The Second Sad Mystery 


By Catherine 








The powerfully aimed cords 

Whistled and fell, 

Not with a smacking sound 

But with a cutting one. 

The bones were all exposed 

In_ blotches, 

And here and there 

The flesh seemed to be hung 
On them. 

One wondered 














The Mind of Pope Pius XII 


ON MARY 


Wake up! We must do far 
more for the Queen of Peace 
than we have done before. We | 
must make this the universal ]| 
Age of Mary, or our world will }| 
be lost. There is no alternative. || 
Only if we co-operate with 





The Third Sad Mystery 


By Catherine 








The hands were gloved in steel 
or iron 

That thorns were powerless to 
pierce; 

Trained soldiers’ hands. 

They twisted the thorns 

Into a crown 

With a graceful flip, 

Yet the hands 

Were strong and pitiless 


Mary can we contemplate with 
serenity the prospect of the 
days that lie before us. 


Trained to deliver death, 
Or torture foe, 
They encrowned Him 


That a ragged piece like that 

Was hung on any clothesline at| 
all- 

Let alone bones— 


It was so torn! 

No cry escaped him; 
Only 

A moaning 
Gurgling 

Sound. 


It was so long ago 

You think. 

It isn’t so! 

For those 

Who have ears to hear 

The sound can be heard 

At any time; 

For now, the cords are made of 
souls, 

And the cutting sound is that 

Of their laughter, 

Jeering, and unbelief. 

On a thousand whipping posts 

Christ is flagellated 

Today and yesterday! 

There are more tragic places 

Where ragged pieces of skin 


When the Pilgrim Virgin statue arrived in Maryhouse, in the Yukon—all the way 
- from Fatima—our lay missionaries and their chaplain knew how rich they were. Here she 
is in the tiny chapel. And those admiring her, reading from left to right, are Mrs. Kathleen 


O’Herin, Mamie Legris, Fr. Gene Cullinane, and Louis Stoeckle. 





Pilgrim Virgin 


Blesses 


Her Home In The Yukon 








A Love Letter To 





| funny — to hide all trace of the 


/our sorrow at losing her. What I 
|said wasn't at all funny, wasn’t 
|}meant to be funny. But it did 











woman actually smoldering with 
love, a woman who will help 
spread the blaze ignited in the 
Yukon by Mamie Legris, Kathleen 
O’Herin, and Louis Stoeckle, our 
first three lay missionaries. 


It Ain’t Funny, God 
The other kids had worked 


hard to put on a show for Mary 
Ruth. They made it intensely 


ears that threatened to reveal 


seem appropriate. And it did seem 
true. 

Afterwards I began to be cer-| 
tain it was true. And profound! | 
I tried to argue against this. But} 
{ outargued myself. Or was it| 





| You, God, Who did that? It was 


. ee : With one blow 
ae =—!/Of a mailed fist. 


Thorns entered the flesh and 
matted hair, 

And rivulets of blood 

Covered His bloody back, 

Making a cloak of red 

Long before they put on the 
purple.. 


Man crowned God 

And made him bleed: 

And God stood meek and silent! 

But from that day 

The shadow of a soldier’s hand 

Making a crown 

Casts an immense and strange 
shadow 

Upon the earth 

And all those who live on it. 

And thorns that no hand could 
touch 

Or flip, or make into a crown, 

Have penetrated minds of men, 

From then to now 


And flesh and bone 
Adhere to wood! 

Go over to China and see: 
Or there behind walls, 

Or barbed wire, 

Or snow wastes— 


}one of us, and I’m inclined to 
| think it wasn’t I. 

| If an electric light bulb had 
'free will and_ intelligence, I 
| argued — in favor of the idea — 
it could refuse to accept the 


And will continue unto the end— 
Unless a few who love will come, 
|And with their naked hands, 
Pluck out the thorns, 

And make a crown for themselves 
To atene for the one He wore 


(Thirty-nine years ago this month Our Lady came to three little 
shepherds and their sheep in a valley near the town of Fatima in 
Portugal. A few weeks ago she came, in the form of a statue, to our 
three staff workers and their shepherd in Maryhouse, Whitehorse, 
Yukon. This is the story as relayed by this shepherd, Fr. Gene.) } 


Almighty God 


Eddie Doherty 











Hitting God : | 


And God 
Not hitting back: 


Get out your beads 

And pray and pray 

The second most 
mystery 

Of the most holy Rosary, 

And put your flesh 

Between the whips 
and God 

Before it is too late! 


POPE PIUS XII ON | 
VARIOUS SUBJECTS 


Human relations in industry— 
It is a timely subject, and We are 
the first to take pleasure in it, to 
the extent that it represents an 
advance towards the union of the 
two great forces which collaborate 
in production, namely, employers 
and employees. 

The Dignity of Man—What the 
Church wishes in this matter 
obviously depends on the concept 
she has of the human being. For 
the Church all men are equal in 
dignity before God; therefore, 
they should also be equal in the 
free and necessary relations 

(Continued on Page Four) 


sorrowful 


of men 














By Fr. Gene Cullinane 
Shortly after I arrived in Whitehorse last May I heard that 
the Pilgrim Virgin might come to the Yukon, and I think my heart 
sort of missed a beat or two. Then her pilgrimage was announced 


by our beloved Bishop Coudert. 

What joy and gratitude filled 
the hearts of these at Maryhouse! 
One day the chancellor phoned 
that Our Lady’s schedule in 
Whitehorse would permit her to 
spend all day Saturday at Mary- 
house! We had never dreamed of 
such a privilege. But I guess we 
should have. Why wouldn’t Our 
Lady come to visit her own house? 

Daily the Queen of Heaven be- 
stows numerous favors and bless- 
igs upon her children of earth— 
but especially upon those who are 
her slaves of love. Sometimes the 
veil of faith becomes so thin that 
you can all but see her bending 
down to caress this one or that. 

For Instance 

Louie Stoeckle has many won- 
derful stories to tell of Our Lady’s 
motherly care of him along the 
8000-mile round-trip he made this 
summer between Maryhouse and 
Madonna House, Combermere. On 
the way back he arrived in Daw- 
son Creek, B.C., Mile O of the 
Alaska Highway, after an _ all- 
night bus ride from Edmonton. 

His first thought was to explore 
the town to try and find a ride 
up the 918 miles of the Alaska 
Highway to Whitehorse. “No,” he 
said to himself, “I’ll go first and 
make a visit to the Blessed Sacra- 
ment and let Our Lady find a ride 
for me.” 

At the rectory of the Redemp- 
torist Fathers it “just happened” 
that Father Patrick Moore, S.F. 
M., walked in, covered with high- 
way dust. 

“T’m on my way to the Yukon,” 
he said, “and just want to freshen 
up a bit before going on.” He was 
there only for an hour. Father 
Moore received the Statue at 
Fatima eight years ago; and, with 
the blessing of the Pope, has car- 
ried it more than 200,000 miles 
into various parts of the earth. 

Mary Arranged It 

The ride Our Lady arranged for 
Louie was in her own “Ave Maria” 
van all the way up those 918 
dusty miles, with a side-trip into 
the Cassiar mountain range. 
Louie had the privilege of saying 
the Rosary with Father Moore 
and of listening to the tales he 
has to tell about the wonders the 
Pilgrim-Virgin works in those 
cities, towns and villages where 
she is received with even a trace 
of real love! 














All day Saturday the Pilgrim- 
Virgin was in the Maryhouse 





chapel. Many came to visit with 
her. In the early evening a caval- 
cade of cars arrived to accompany 
her to the Cathedral. Enroute to 
Maryhouse the Rosary was recit- 
ed, and everyone in Whitehorse 
could hear the Hail Marys broad- 
cast over loudspeakers mounted 
on the Ave Maria van. 

Our chapel was full of people 
as Father Moore entered to get 
the statue. Suddenly, without 
having planned to do so, he turn- 
ed and faced the people. Unfor- 
gettable are the words he spoke. 

A Prediction 

“T doubt if you realize,” he said 
to the people, ‘“‘how fortunate you 
are to have Maryhouse in your 
midst. 

“This is Our Lady’s own house, 
a part of the Madonna House 
apostolate, which in Our Lady’s 
own time will cover the face of 
the earth. 

“Even now, souls are being 
saved in India, China, all over the 
world, because of the dedicated 
lives of these lay apostles in your 
midst. The Madonna House move- 
ment is the work of Our Lady and 
will be one day a mighty power 
in restoring the whole world to 
the Sacred Heart of Jesus through 
the Immaculate Heart of Mary.” 

The Pilgrim-Virgin left White- 
horse for Old Crow, our only mis- 
sion north of the Arctic Circle. 
Bishop Coudert accompanied 
Father Moore and the statue up 
the 616 miles of Alaska Highway 
to Fairbanks, Alaska, then over 
to Fort Yukon by plane. A bush 
pilot flew them into Old Crow, 
where there are only two Catho- 
lics — the “mountie’ and the 
storekeeper. 

Mamie, Kay, Louie and I were 
sitting at the dining room table 
a week later, discussing the ways 
and means of getting St. Joseph’s 
House ready for the winter. We 
need $2000 to get the job done. 
We have no money. In fact, we 
owe the contractor $800 for mov- 
ing the building. 

A Second Visit 

Someone said, “Our Lady knows 
what we are up against. I think 
she wants us to go ahead on 
faith. That’s the way she and St. 
Joseph lived at Nazareth, never 
knowing where the money would 
come from to buy flour so the 
growing Jesus would have bread 


(Continued on Page Four) 





Dear Lord God, if this is a 
crazy sort of letter, You Yourself 
are somewhat responsible. For, 
didn’t You put that stupendous 
thought in my mind when I was 


electricity somebody wanted to 
put into it. It might be afraid of 
the current, or it might be averse 
to the heat. It might fear that if 
it let itself be lit, everybody would 


| stare at it. And, in this world of 


called on to say a few words dur-/ soft dim bulbs, indeed they might. 


ing the farewell party for Mary 
Ruth?-I am sure it was You. I 
am certain it was 
thoughts are never so profound. 

It was a new thought. It is still 


new. It is dazzling new. And it| 


still amazes and staggers me. I 
just HAD to write You about it. 


I didn’t think it was very im-| 
portant, at first; though I did feel} 
it was important enough to say) 
in public. I thought not only Mary | 


Ruth should hear it, but that 


others in the big 
its tremendous importance began 


shallow mind. 
Be Loved, And Love 

I cannot remember exactly 
what I said. But the thought was 
this: 

“Three years ago, Mary, when 
you came to Madonna House, you 
were a rather rigid young woman, 
You were shy, tense, cautious, 
filled with vague fears. But you 
were humble enough and simple 
enough not to suspect the love 
you found here, nor to resist it. 
You did not think you were at all 
lovable, so perhaps you did not 
realize, in the beginning, that we 
loved you. 

“You let yourself be loved, not 
only by us, but also by Our Lady, 
who is the real mistress of this 
house and the one responsible 
for all the love you found here. 
That meant, of course, that you 
likewise let yourself be loved by 
God, Who owns the place and all 
those in it. Bal 

“Letting yourself be loved, you 
made yourself lovable, and you 
began to love. You learned that 
you could not give unless you 
took. You could not love if you 
were not loved. You forgot the 
rigid, shy, frightened young crea- 
ture and became a woman — in 
all the sublime and beautiful im- 
plications of the word. We are 
sending a red hot mama to the 
Yukon!” 

I delight, Lord, in slinging a 
bit of American slang now and 
then, especially when I’m feeling 
highbrow. I think You delight too 
in expressions that are short and 
sweet and to the point, and neith- 
er stilted nor pharisaic. You know 
what I meant by a red hot mama. 
A woman who has become a 
mother to all who needed her, a 


not I. My| 


room should} 
hear it also. It was only later that | 
'w.ll, they could have refused to 
to make itself apparent in my' 





But if that bulb accepted the 
current meant for it, it would 
bring warmth and light to many. 


I thought too, of what an or-| 


deal we had once, in the begin- 
aing of Madonna House, getting 
sticks that would readily burn. 
We had no woodshed then. The 
xindling lay out in the open, and 
frequently I had to brush two or 
chree feet of snow off it, and then 
free each stick of its coating of 
ice before I could start to dry it 
oul. Suppose those sticks decided 
not to burn? If they had had free 


shed their protective snow and 
ice. 

Wet sticks would never burn 
with love of You. 


Wet Wood — Dry Dog 


I thought of a dog spattering 
us all as it came up out of the 
river and shook itself. A dry dog 
could never shower us with water. 
The dog could swim, or stay away 
from the stream. He could even 
keep a man from throwing him 
in — if he bared his teeth in time. 
An unloved boy or girl could never 
shower Your love upon the world. 

The boys and girls who come 
here are not dimbulbs, nor wet 
sticks, nor dry dogs. You know, 
Lord — You and Mary — how 
wonderful they are, how lovable 
and loving. Yet even some of 
them are shy, wary, on guard 
against any show of affection. 
This, of course, is purely a defense 
— an arm flung up in readiness 
to ward off an expected, or half 
expected, affront or blow. They 
do not know it. The world has 
conditioned them. 

There are many others, not 
here, who do, not want love, who 
sneer at love, who suspect love. 
They are hard, bitter, ambitious, 
aggressive, and intolerant. Love is 
for softies, they say. They say it 
because they have never known 
it. And they have never known 
it, perhaps, because they have 
never sought it. They are filled 
with the bitterness, the hate, the 
clinging coldness of the world; 
and they do not believe in love. 

Maybe it is, for some people, 
too much trouble to make them- 
selves loved. And it is possible 
they think there’s nothing in it 


For love of us. 


Behold the long black slender 
thorns 

Of all the fear, guilt, and scorn; 

Of all the things unseen 

That come from the dark depths 
of men! 

Behold them _ gathering, 
crowning and piercing 

The minds of men. 

For all those 

Who love, despise, or are tepid to 

The Son of God and man 

Will know, because of this, 

The sharpness of the thorns 

Unto the end of time. 


and 


Yet such is His love, 

He seeks and seeks souls 
Who will go and pluck 
With naked hands 

The living thorns 

And carry them as a crown 
Upon their heads. 


Can’t you see 

Why this is the age of fears, 

Seeking, darkness, dread? 

This is the age 

Of crowning with thorns— 

Of man who crowned his God! 

Who loves enough 

To accept the walking 

Within the third most sorrowful 
mystery 

Of the King? 


THE RIGHTS OF GOD 


We must not think of justice 
only in terms of the rights of 
men; we must think of it prim- 
arily in terms of the rights of 
God, from whom all other rights 
are derived. Forget these, and 
your work for humanity will be 
likely to degenerate into senti- 
mentality and lead only to con- 
fusion. 

It is not enough to have the 
will to serve humanity; you must 
have the knowledge; you must 
know in what justice consists — 
and we have surely seen enough 
of man-made definitions of jus- 
tice. St. Thomas connects this 
beatitude with the gift of forti- 
tude; the fortitude which ex- 
presses an insatiable desire for 
the respecting of GOD’S rights, 
and which will not be deterred 














for them. They’d rather be feared 
than loved. They’d rather have 
power than affection. 

(Continued on Page Four) 


| 


from fighting for those rights,.no - 
matter what may come. ? 
Gerald Vann, O.P. 
—The Divine Pity. 
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tains every moment of it. 


teries, our hours. . 
is the destiny of time... 


lives. 


and lived in to the hilt? 


The answer lies in 


fruitful in God, how to 


Mary. 


speaks of the approaching 


daily BOOK of prayers. . 


to God. 


WHERE LOVE IS — GOD IS 


Slow are the hours of life. Slow and heavy at 
times. At others, so full of shed and unshed tears... 
or so filled to the brim with love, joy and happiness! 


How many of us waste these hours, these Rosary 
beads, the joyous, sorrowful, and glorious “mysteries” 
of our own life? For all life is a mystery lived now “as 
in a glass—darkly,” and in the grace of God that sus- 


Useless and unlifted unto the Lord, our mys- 
. fall into the unknown void which 
or maybe into the ever out- 


stretched arms of eternity . . . from which they will 
emerge but once or twice more — on our first judg- 
ment... and on the last . . . to stand witness to our 


Will they be sterile hours, days, and years... 
or fecund in God and His grace — cooperated with 


Let us go to her, to learn how to make our hours 


through her hands into His. 


She will teach us. Her first lesson will be a 
silent one. Into our hands she will place a simple 
string of beads. Beads that are a BOOK. A book to 
read — to meditate on — to live! THE BOOK OF 
THE MYSTERIES OF HER LIFE AND THAT OF 
HER SON ...OUR LORD, JESUS CHRIST. 


We learn, slowly, first to recite the vocal pray- 
ers, each of which is a MYSTERY OF FAITH SPOKEN 
ALOUD. Then deepening our understanding .. . we 
learn to MEDITATE AS WE PRAY. 


SOME BLESSED DAY... WE SHALL ENTER 
INTO THESE PRAYERS THROUGH CONTEMPLA- 
TION AND MAKE OUR LIVES BLEND WITH THEM. 
Then we shall make each hour a blessed and fruitful 
hour... which we can, and will, lift up to God through 


THE ROSARY is the prayer of every day, but 
especially of the MONTH OF OCTOBER ... 


coming resurrection of Spring. 


We should make it our very own prayer... Our 
. for since Mary gave it to 
the world . .. and its beginnings are rooted in her... 
she will lead the humblest soul, or the most brilliant, 


She will guide him through a sacramental life 
...@ life of prayer ...and recollection . .. and charity 
... to the very heart of the Most Holy Trinity. 


Then time for us will merge with eternity. Each 
moment will be fruitful. And the Kingdom of God, 
for us, will begin here and now. 


the hands of a WOMAN. 


lift every second of them 


which 
winter, death ... and the 














OUR NEEDS | 


Please read our “PLEA TO 
THE CHRIST CHILD” in this 
issue — in which our truly 
URGENT CHRITMAS NEEDS for 
toys: and all kinds of gifts — can- 
dies, etc. — for the needy of our 
far flung northern outpost are 
listed. Beside these we need: 

TYPEWRITERS (any condit- 

ion, we repair them) 

SINGLE BEDS 

BEDDING OF ALL KINDS 

SEWING MATERIALS (thread, 

scissors, needles, etc.) 

SPINNING WHEELS (we have 

sheep and wool now) 

SEWING MACHINES (any 

kind) 

ONE OR TWO MILKING 

COWS (if you have them to 


s ) 
EWES. AND A RAM (maybe 
some gi farmer would 
help us to enlarge our 


stock) 

KNITTING WOOL (remnants 

will do ra 

NYLON STOCKINGS (old, for 

rugs). . 

If, sometime, you shop at the 
big CANADIAN DEPARTMENT 
STORES, 2 tga OR gpa 
SON’S, perhaps in your grea 
STE eoedar vingla grconctes, 

pie es, 

Cae eet tor us? WE HAVE 

FEED SO MANY! Thank You! 
Catherine. 








IN HIS NAME 


“In spite of the appeals I sent 
out to help us repair the chapels 
destroyed by the storms, we met 
with very little response,” writes 
Father Dennis Troncana, S.D.B., 
of Assam, India. “The rainy sea- 
son is again upon us and further 
disaster threatens; and we have 
no funds with which to build or 
to repair the chapels needed by 
our Christians in the surrounding 
villages. Please help us. May God 
touch your hearts.” Cheques may 
be sent him at St. John Bosco 
Shrine, Cherrapunji, P.O., Assam, 
India; or through Bank of Amer- 
ica, 660 S. Spring St., Los Angeles, 
54, California. 

The mother superior of the 
Clarist Convent, Trichur, T.C. 
State, South India, writes she-is 
in desperate need of cash. 

T. A. Alexander, Pampoorathe 
House, Pandalam P.O., T.C. State, 
S. India, wants Catholic maga- 
zines and pamphlets. 

Rev. C. T. Puthengady, St. 
Thomas Church, Chempu, P.O., 
Vaikam, T.C. State, South India, 
wants good Catholic books to 
build a library. He also needs 
cash. 

















About the time we began to 
prepare the short pungent artic- 
les of Eleanor James for publica- 
tion in this paper we received a 
pamphlet entitled “Saint Ger- 
maine, the saint we need.” 

Do you believe in accidental 
coincidences? Here's one then; 
Eleanor James writes of the 
spiritual value of suffering, 
accepted and offered up to God. 
The life of St. Germaine comes 
along just in time to prove the 
value of Eleanor James’ counsels. 

It proves many other things 
too, by the way — for instance 
tha there really CAN be great joy 
in all kinds of pain and misery 
and woe. 

You Have Troubles? 


St. Germaine Cousin, of Pibrac, 
France, she is called. But even her 
biographer, Msgr. Joseph A. Keen- 
er, of the St. Germaine Guild, Box 
289, Maywood, IIl., is not sure 
she had a right to the name 
Cousin. Probably, he says, she 
was an orphan, or an unwanted 
abandoned child, ‘“whom someone 
got rid of by placing her, while 
still very young,” in the home of 
some people named Cousin. 

She was, it seems, a frail and 
sickly child. She was afflicted 
throughout her life with a tuber- 
culous condition which caused 
the glands of her neck to break 
out into purulent sores and ab- 
scesses. Her right arm and hand 
were deformed and partly par- 
alyzed. She was continuously 
tormentel by one illness after 
another. She was always in pain. 
She was most always hungry. 
And she was daily a victim of 
savage beatings. 

“The mistress of the Cousin 
home,” says Msgr. Keener, “was 
a hard cruel woman with a genius 
for evil. Germaine was the help- 
less victim upon whom this mon- 
strous person vented the diabolic 
and sadistic cruelty which filled 
her heart . . . Germaine was re- 
peatedly beaten and kicked into 
insensibility by this raging virago 
... never attempted to escape, to 
ward off or to soften the blows. 
Standing erect she allowed the 
woman to spend her fury, and 
then, when her quivering legs 
could support her no longer, she 
collapsed . . . and was pushed 
into a corner. 

She Had Troubles Too 

“Her face was often swollen 
out of shape and covered with 
blood. Horrible bruises and scars 
covered her body . . . the fiendish 
woman was not above throwing 
boiling water upon the helpless 
child. It seems possible the wom- 
an sought by her inhuman treat- 
ment to bring about the child’s 
death. Near-starvation was an- 
other affliction. She was never 
given more than a few crusts of 
moldy black bread. At times she 
was so famished she would eat 
morsels left by the dogs or the 
pigs. She had only the meanest 
rags to wear. She was not per- 
mitted to enter the house. She 
had to sleep in the open, or in 
the barn. It was under the barn 
stairway, on a pile of leaves and 
vine twigs that she spent the 
lonely night hours, cold, hungry, 
sick, forlorn, and utterly aband- 
oned.”’ 

Talk about suffering? Sister, 
do you still think YOU have 
troubles? 

“At break of day it was her 
task to drive the sheep into the 
fields or the nearby forest... . 
while the sheep were grazing she 
had to spin. It is hard to see how, 
with her crippled arm and hand, 
she could do this work, which 
calls for considerable skill and 
dexterity. But it was required of 
her, even when the weather was 
so cold that her fingers were stiff. 

“Severe punishment awaited 
her if the day’s allotment of wool 
had not been spun into thread 
when she bought the sheep home 
at evening ... then a crust of 
bread was grudgingly tossed her 
from the kitchen and she crept 
to her bed in the stable, exhaust- 
ed, sick, her sores unattended. 

The Goodness of God 

“Strangely enough the village 
folk ... held her in derision and 
scorn . . . but the children, too 
young to have learned the ways 
of hate, would sometimes crowd 
around her as she watched her 
sheep. Sweetly and kindly she 
took these little ones to her heart, 
explaining . . . their catechism, 
the goodness and love of God.” 

The girl spent hours in solitud 
in intimate converse with God 
and His mother. She had a cross 
made of twigs, and a made 
of knotted string. She never com- 
plained. ‘Upon those who treated 
her so outrageously she bestowed 
nothing but love and affection. 
Sometimes she completely depriy- 
ed herself of her crust of breag 
in order that some hungry person 


might have a little more.” 


She went to Mass daily, kneel- 
ing at Our Lady’s shrine in the 
village church. She had to cross 
a stream to get to church. Some- 
times this was flooded, a torrent. 
But, witnesses said, the waters 
parted for Germaine, and _ she 
walked on the bed of the stream 
without even wetting her feet. 
Heavenly music was sometimes 
heard playing about her, the 
musicians being nowhere in sight. 
And other miracles occurred in 
her short life. 

“One morning in the early sum- 
mer of 1601 Germaine failed to 
arise at the accustomed hour. 
Sometime during the night she 
had died, alone, unattended. The 
outcast of the world had gone to 
heaven. She was 22 years old.” 

Still Persecuted 

Almost immediately the atti- 
tude of people changed toward 
her. Even the woman who had 
made her life a torment wept for 
her. Everybody said she was a 
saint. And there must have been 
some who wondered if she weren’t 
happier, in the cold barn—which 
held the court of heaven — than 
anybody else in the village had 
ever been. These must have 
envied her the trials she had en- 
dured. 

They buried her and forgot her. 
Forty-three years later, making 
room for a distant relative who 
had just died, workmen disin- 
terred Germaine’s body. “It was 
in a state of perfect preservation, 
as soft and pliable as that of a 
living person. The pick which one 
of the workmen had used . . 
struck the girl’s nose, severing a 
small portion. The wound was 
bleeding.” The body, much more 
beautiful in 1644 than it had 
been at any time during her life, 
was identified. Her dress was still 
intact, and the wreath of car- 
nations and rye stalks that had 
been placed on her head just 
before she was buried was still 
fresh and fragrant. 

The incorrupt body was per- 





|mitted to remain in the church, 
|but only for a little while. A rich 
and haughty dame couldn’t take 
|the thought that this crippled 
|little nobody should be so vener- 
‘ated by the people. She brought 
|pressure to bear, and the body 
| was removed. 

This woman and her infant son 
were immediately stricken with 
a terrible illness. The thought 
occurred to someone that this 
was a punishment from heaven. 
They prayed to Germaine and 
the two were immediately cured. 
So Germaine returned to the 
church, to rest in a nice lead 
casket. 

And Still Hated 

Uncounted miracles gradually 
spread devotion to the outcast 
saint throughout all France. “Few 
saints are credited with more and 
greater miracles than Germaine. 
She has been the most remark- 
able wonder worker of the past 
four centuries.” 

In 1793 the French Revolution 
laid its bloody hand on her. De- 
votion to her was declared a 
“rank superstition.” So three 
brave reds took the body out of 
its coffin, threw it into a pit, 
covered it with quicklime and 
then poured water over the quick- 
lime “in order to insure complete 
destruction of the body.” 

What does an incorrupt body 
mean to such barbarians as the 
French revolutionaries of that 
day, or to the Russian and Chin- 
ese barbarian revolutionaries of 
this day? A proof that God honors 
his saints? A hint that God does 
exist — or, if not God, then surely 
something more powerful than 
nature? An indication of eternal 
life? No. It meant — and means— 
only a threat to atheism, to com- 
munism, to world dominion by 
murder. It was — and is—some- 
thing that must be destroyed by 
all the forces of hell. 

So what? So the three body- 
snatchers were horribly afflicted 
for years. Two were cured only by 
praying to St. Germaine. And 
after the reign of terror had gone 
its way — as it will again — 
Germaine’s body was once more 
dug up. 

It was beautiful and soft and 
incorrupt, the garments intact. 
And ... “fresh ruby drops of 
blood adhered to the veil!” 

Germaine was beatified by the 
saintly Pope Pius IX, on May 7, 
1854. The Holy Father said, “It 
is not without a particular design 
of Providence that the beatifica- 
tion of our dear shepherdess was 
celebrated on the day on which 
the Church honors the Patronage 
of St. Joseph. As the Church says 
to her children, ‘Go to Joseph,” 
in the same way she seems to say 
today, ‘Go to Germaine’.” 

On June 29, 1867, the same 
pope canonized the little waif of 
Pibrac. 


But the devil wasn’t through 
showing his hatred for her. In 
July, 1881, an anti-religious 


government in the city of Toul- 
ouse had her marble statue des- 
troyed. It took all the gendarmes, 
a company of infantry soldiers, 





and a platoon of artillerymen, to 


do the job. So what? So the little 
saint become even more widely 
known, and much more truly 
loved and venerated. The forces 
of evil always work for good — 
to their own frustration. Now let’s 
see what our modern reds will do. 

Do you think it strange that 
Restoration, already preparing to 
run the little series by Eleanor 
James on the value of suffering, 
should learn of St. Germaine of 
Pibrac? I don’t. I think it is in- 
tended that a lot of pos should 
read both article and story — to 
the end that we shall have many 
other “Saints Germaine” in this 
unsettled age, this age of Satan’s 
fury. 





THE CHAPLAIN 
OF MADONNA HOUSE 
AND 
THE CHAPLAIN 
OF MARYHOUSE 
WILL GLADLY TAKE CARE 
OF 
YOUR MASS OFFERINGS 








Our Lady of Sorrows, 
Pray For All In Pain 


By Eleanor James 











(Continued from last month) 


We share our greatest works 
with those we love best. That is 
why Christ chose His mother to 
be the “Lady of Sorrows.” She, 
whom He loved most dearly, suf- 
fered more than any other woman 
ever born. The seven swords we 
sometimes see pictured in her 
heart represent countless sor- 
rows. 

All those Christ loves most 
dearly, are privileged to suffer 
with Mary — and with Him. He 
invites them to share in His great- 
est work, the redemption. 

When we accept pain and suf- 
fer in union with Him on His 
cross, our trials are lifted up. 
They acquire a supernatural val- 
ue. They are clothed with the 
merits of the Precious Blood. Our 
sufferings become His, and more 
truly according to St. Thomas, 
“Christ’s passion is as truly ours 
as if we ourselves had suffered 
it.” It is through this sharing of 
suffering with the Redeemer that 
we are able to expiate our sins, 
merit grace, and become channels 
through which sanctifying grace 
reaches other souls. 

Without Limits 

The apostolate of prayer and 
suffering knows no _ limitations. 
Prayer goes to the throne of God. 
Suffering, ‘“‘the highest form of 
prayer,’ according to Abbot Mar- 
mion, pierces the very heart of 
God. 

When we grow in awareness 
and in appreciation of our calling 
as co-sufferers with Christ, our 
pains of body or of mind open 
the doors to a house of joy. 

When we are oppressed by 
worry or doubt, we can turn to 
Christ agonizing in the Garden 
of Olives and unite our anguish 
with His, and He will breathe 
something of His eternal peace 
upon us. When the cross of great 
pain or sorrow weighs heavily on 
us, we shall learn the greater 
weight of His cross. And we shall 
hasten out on the Via Dolorosa 
to help Him, as did Veronica and 
Simon. 

We cannot take pain from the 
world; we would not take Christ 
crucified from it. 

Lady of Swords 

On Calvary the Lady of Sorrows 
became our mother. She had will- 
ed the death of her Son, agonizing 
as it was, because it was His will. 
She also willed the rebirth of 
mankind to the life of grace. If 
we are to co-operate with her, and 
with Christ, in saving souls for 
heaven, we must will the death — 
in ourselves — of all that is 
opposed to Christ. In this we shall 
suffer. But Our Lady will teach 
us the exquisite joy of suffering. 

Mary sang her Magnificat with 
greater joy at the foot of the cross 
than she had known in her visit 
to Elizabeth. She sang it with a 
deeper and richer gladness, for 
it was a gladness born of sorrow. 

“He that is mighty hath done 
great things to me, and holy is 
His name.” A song of triumph 
echoing and re-echoing down 
through the corridors of time 
from the sword-pierced heart of 
Our Lady! And many great souls, 
co-sufferers with her, have joined 
in the majestic swell that rises to 
heaven in thanksgiving — “My 





spirit hath rejoiced in God, my 





A LITTLE PLEA T0 
THE CHRIST CHILD 


Dear Little Jesus, here I am 
again, kneeling in spirit before 
Your Crib for a little heart-to- 
heart talk with You. Where else 
can I bring the thoughts that fill 
my heart? I know You delight in 
hearing from us, whom You love 
so much. And I find it a great 
joy to talk to You. Also it takes 
a crushing burden off my tired 
soul. This I place in Your small 
hands, which also hold life and 
death, heaven, earth, and all the 
universe and hold them as easily 
as that little bit of straw You 
play with in Your crib. 

You know we try to celebrate 
Your birthday — CHRISTMAS — 
by making everyone happy a- 
round us. Especially the children, 
the shut-ins, the poor, the old, 
and the forgotten. 

In this beautiful northern land 
You created, with its immense 
forests, which we call “the bush” 
are hidden little schools. Here 
one with only ten children in 
eight grades! There twenty-five in 
twelve. And so forth. We made a 
survey of these schools and know, 
truly know, that most of the 
children do not come from 
affluent homes. 

We counted heads! There are 
THREE THOUSAND LITTLE 
CHILDREN in those schools, and 
in the homes round about. There 
are THIRTY SOME SHUT-INS .. 
AND TWENTY OLD FOLKS. 

AND THE POOR? WELL, 
THEY VARY FROM YEAR TO 
YEAR. BUT WE WOULD LIKE 
TO HAVE PRESENTS FOR A- 
BOUT A HUNDRED FAMILIES. 
We know there are more, but You 
count better than we do, so we 
feel sure You will send enough 
for all. 

PLEASE HELP US. 

It is late, very late already. I 
must go to bed now, so that I 
may have strength to serve You 
better tomorrow. Would You mind 
very much if I left You this little 
list of things the children and 
adults would like? I know Your 
memory is perfect, but I’d feel 
so happy to leave part of me at 
Your feet. May I? Here it is: 

FOR CHILDREN OF ALL 
AGES: BABY TOYS, LAYETTES, 
BOOTIES, ALL KINDS OF TOYS 
FOR BOYS AND GIRLS OF 
GRADE SCHOOL AGES, HANK- 
IES, JEWELRY (Costume, sec- 
ond hand), PEN KNIVES, TIES, 
TOILET ARTICLES, BELTS, 
BILL FOLDS, SCARFS (warm), 
BABUSHKAS, AND THE LIKE. 

FOR HIGH SCHOOL KIDS: 
MITTENS, SOCKS, CAPS, 
SOAP, WASH CLOTHS, TOOTH 
BRUSHES, TOOTH PASTES, 
VITAMINS, RELIGIOUS AR- 
TICLES, WALL PICTURES (re- 
ligious), KNICK KNACKS. 

FOR THE WHOLE FAMILY: 
HOT WATER BOTTLES, BED 
SOCKS, BED JACKETS, 
SHAWLS. 

BOOKS FOR CHILDREN, 
BOOKS FOR YOUTH, BOOKS 
FOR ADULTS, BOOKS FOR 
EVERYONE, GAMES FOR 
EVERYONE, PENS, PENCILS, 
EXERCISE BOOKS, ADDRESS 
BOOKS, RULERS, ERASERS 
FOR SCHOOL CHILDREN, ALSO 
AND VERY SPECIALLY, ROS- 
ARIES, HOLY WATER FOUNTS, 
CRUCIFIXES, AND MISSALS 
TO GIVE AWAY. 

AND DON’T FORGET, PLEASE, 
HOLY BABY, CANDIES! OR 
MONEY FOR CANDIES... AND 
THE WRAPPING PAPER AND 
GAY CHRISTMAS SEALS, AND 
TWINE OR RIBBONS, THAT 
MAKE THE SMALLEST GIFT 
BEAUTIFUL TO BEHOLD. 

Good night Dear Jesus, and 
thank You. Catherine Doherty. 














Sts. Joseph, Anthony, 
And Goupil’s Burse 


RECEIVED TO DATE— 


THREE THOUSAND, FIVE 
HUNDRED DOLLARS. 


NEEDED NOW— 
FOUR THOUSAND TO COM- 


PLETE THE BUILDING. 

Deeply we thank our bene- 
factors for the gifts received. 
Humbly we besiege St. Goupil 
... St. Joseph .. . St. Anthony 
... to continue their combined 
efforts to raise the balance... 
SO THAT PERHAPS WE CAN 
FINISH THE MEN’S BUILD- 
ING THIS COMING SPRING. 


THANK YOU. 





Savior.” 
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THE B'S CORNER 


The last summer brought me 
two people, each with the most 
unusual problem I have met in all 
the years I have spent listening 
to problems. I feel more sorry for 
each of them than I can say — 
and for the countless thousands 
they represent. 

They were Catholic divorcees! 

I had known, of course, that 
there were some of them, for the 
Church, wise and compassionate 
mother that she is, permits in- 
nocent parties, in special mar- 
riage cases, to seek the help and 
protection of the civil authorities, 
so often needed, and to apply for 
a civil divorce. 

*Til Death Do You Part 

It must be clearly understood 
that each marriage case of this 
sort is brought to the Diocesan 
Marriage courts, and that each 
case is decided by competent and 
experienced lawyer-priests. The 
permission to seek a civil divorce, 
if needed, is granted by the Or- 
dinary ot the Diocese. It must 
also be clearly understood that 
the Catholic wife or husband in 
such a case is not permitted to 
remarry so long as “the party of 
the second part” shall live. 

Thus a man, or a woman, may 
lose mate, home, children, and 
everything else that made life 
dear — and must live for years, 
perhaps even for the balance of 
life, in lonelines that touches on 
despair, for it cannot be banished. 

A divorced man came first to 
talk to me. A divorced woman 
came later. Until I heard their 
stories I had no idea that there 
were so many thousands of these 
tragic people in the United States 
and Canada. Nor had I any idea, 
of the heroism that characterizes 
them. 

Faith sustains them. Faith 
through a life of constant strug- 
gle, deep loneliness, misunder- 
standings, sneers from old ac- 
quaintances and friends, snubs, 
rash judgments, lies, and open 
and malicious insults. 

Faith Indeed 


Even close relatives frequently 
turn against the divorcee, rela- 
tives ignorant of Catholic mar- 
riage legislation and the canon 
laws governing various cases. And 
intimate friends are forever ask- 
ing stupid and impertinent ques- 
tons. Such as, for instance, “How 
come you are divorced but go to 
Communion every day? Aint you 
afraid God’ll strike you dead?” 

It takes Faith to sustain these 
misunderstood ones, these virtual 
pariahs. Tremendous, steadfast 
Faith. Faith that moves moun- 
tains. Faith nourished constantly 
by the immense graces they find 
in the Sacraments. They seem, 
almost instinctively, to under- 
stand that the Sacraments are 
their primary guides in “the dark 
night of their days.” They seem 
to cling, almost pitifully, to the 
Church, to the Mystical Body. 
The more they are derided by the 
spiteful or the impious or the 
dull, the more fiercely they cling 
to the Faith. Can it be that the 
persecution of other Catholics, 
misguided Catholics, is making 
saints of them? I think it quite 
possible. 

Strange New Army 

I listened to a man and a 
woman who did not know each 
other, but who were each in the 
same predicament. And I realized 
with a queer pain in my heart, 
that I had met only the advance 
guard of a strange, unknown, 
tragic army. They are aliens even 
in their own parishes. They are 
hermits. They live in fear. In fear 
of new insults, new setbacks, new 
rejections; in fear of their own 
weakness against the temptation 
to end their loneliness — to leave 
the Church and marry again; and 
in fear of what may happen to 
the children. That is the worst 
of it. The lost children. And as 
days merge into years the stray 
parents realize ever more keenly 
how much the children need both 
mother and father! 

There is also the constant ex- 
cruciating re-examination of con- 
science, and the never-ending 
repetition of the thought, “why 
did this happen to us?” 

What are we doing to Help 
people like these two? So far, it 














seems, very little. We should be|4 


helping, gently, delicately, lov- 
ingly, to fill their loneliness, to 
assist their heroic struggles, to 
help them to carry their heavy 
load. We should be giving them 
courage, strength, certainty, and 
moral support. 

We must begin at the begin- 
ning. The beginning is our own 
home, our own children for that 
is where the “Catholic Divorce” 
of tomorrow has its birth! Have 
we lived our marriage so that our 
children consider it holy and 
beautiful? Do they realize it is, 
above all, a VOCATION—A CALL 
FROM GOD? 

One cannot enter any vocation 
on mere emotional attraction. 


Prayer, advice and _ intelligent 
appraisal of each possibility must 
go into it. Physical attraction is 
part of the plan of God, but it is 
secondary to other considera- 
tions. A more intelligent approach 
to this hard life-long vocation 
demands self abnegation and 
charity in an extreme degree. 
Medicine or Marriage? 

The other day I was speaking 
to a woman who seriously con- 
sidered marrying a man beset by 
many emotional difficulties, in- 
cluding alcohol and dope. Inno- 
cent, young, she thought she 
could reform him. She did not 
know that what he needed most 
was not more responsibilities — 
which he could not possibly 
assume — but proper and pro- 
longed medical care. 

_Our young people are not aware 
of what marriage entails. They 
have rosy, romantic pictures of 
it. Because the greatest SCHOOL 
OF ALL HAS FAILED THEM’... 
THE SCHOOL OF PARENTS 
AND HOME ... WHICH IS MAR- 
RIAGE’S ONLY POSSIBLE NO- 
VITIATE. 

While we re-examine the whole 
question of preparing youth at 
home for marriage, what of the 
victims, like the woman and man 
I mentioned? Perhaps the answer 
lies within themselves. Perhaps 
there should be “get togethers,” 
in small local groups, the men 
separately, and the women separ- 
ately. With much study of their 
problems, with the help of experts, 
especially in the spiritual life, 
with retreats organized particu- 
larly for them, they might find 
happiness and peace. A burden 
shared is a burden eased. Through 
such clarification and indoctrin- 
ation the children will benefit 
too. 

I know I have barely touched 
on the possibilities of the whole 
immense problem. Perhaps our 
readers can help to bring more 
light to it? We will be glad to 
hear from them. If we can help 
“the Catholic Divorcee” in any 
way, we Shall rejoice. For theirs 
is indeed a tragically hard and 
lonely life. THEY MUST LIVE 
DEEPLY IN GOD .. . OR THEY 
WILL FAIL HIM, THEIR CHILD- 
REN, AND THEMSELVES. 


LOOKS AT BOOKS 


The Archbishop and The Lady, 
by Michael de la Bedoyere, Col- 
lins, London. Anyone with a flair 
for international mystery and for 
intrigue in high places will relish 
this book, made doubly delectable 
for some by many incidental bits 
of rather superlative gossip. For 
much of its contents deals, for- 
cibly, with questionable evidence. 
Another writer, using the same 
sources, could, as many have 
done, reach rather different con- 
clusions. The author is well aware 
of this fact. 

This is not a novel, but a true 
story in the sense that the writer 
attempts to recount what hap- 
pened, how it happened and why. 
How far he has succeeded in dig- 
ging up the truth is not for me 
to say. At the very least he has 
produced a fascinating book on 
one of the most famous contro- 
versies of ecclesiastical history. 

Battle Is Joined 


Towards the end of the seven- 
teenth century, an epic intellect- 
ual battle took place between the 
two then greatest prelates of 
France, a controversy of such re- 
ligious dimensions and _ political 
ramifications that soon it became 
the talk of the court, the country, 
and the whole Christian world, 
Catholic and non-Catholic. The 
adversaries were, on the one 
hand, Bossuet, a preacher and 
writer so celebrated that he has 
been called the “last of the Fath- 
ers of the Church,” seconded by 
His Most Catholic Majesty, the 
formidable and _ authoritarian 
Louis XIV, by the vast majority 
of Church and State dignitaries, 
and by powerful friends in Rome. 
On the other hand stood Fénelon, 
(the Archbishop of the title) 
Prince-Archbishop of Cambrai, 
preceptor to the king’s grand- 
children, and the most respected 
ecclesiastic of France after Bos- 
suet, seconded by a small group 
of devout souls. 

The controversy dealt with a 
high, and difficult subject: the 
uestion of “pure love” — the 
ability of the soul to attain to 
completely disinterested love of 
God in this world — active and 
passive prayer — true and false 
mysticism. Unfortunately pure 
love of God seems to have n 
discussed and deliberated with no 
small amount of animosity to- 
wards neighbor, particularly on 
the part of Bossuet and his ad- 
herents. 

Lady Mountain Mover 


Now the occasion for all this 
furor was the Lady, Mme. Guyon, 
née Jeanne Marie Bouvier de La 
Motte, who in the course of an 
unhappy childhood (psychiatrists, 

















please note) and an unha 
wedded life 


ended by her husband’s death 
when she was twenty-eight), had 
developed a high spiritual life— 
maybe — and a high doctrine of 
total abandonment to God, and of 
disinterested love, written in am- 


biguous, imaginative, and profuse | 


language. As her influence grew 
she cherished the dream of con- 
verting the court to better Chris- 
ian living, and through the court 
the whole country. 

To complicate matters a little 
more, another Lady comes into 
the picture, the most powerful 
lady in the land, the King’s secret 
wife, Mme. de Maintenon. Accord- 
ing to our author she became 
jealous of Mme. Guyon’s influ- 
ence over her own favorite spirit- 
ual director, the great Fénelon, 
and therewith determined to dis- 
credit her before the eyes of all. 
But she had not foreseen Féne- 
lon’s heroic defense of Mme. 
Guyon. To ruin her she had to 
ruin him, and to do so, we are 
told, she moved mountains, name- 
ely Bossuet and the King. 


Lady in Jail 

Mme. Guyon was cast into pris- 
on and finally released to be kept 
under house arrest for the rest 
of her life. Fénelon appealed to 
Rome, which, through the ma- 
chinations of Bossuet’s friends 
and the King’s interference, ac- 
cording to the author, finally 
issued a mild condemnation of 
Fénelon’s doctrine. He continued 
on as Archbishop of Cambrai and 
enjoyed the friendship of the 
Pope and the respect of many 
until his death. 

The author has marshalled his 
facts in favor of Mme Guyon and 
of Fénelon. Yet Father Tanquerey 
in his classical book, The Spirit- 
ual Life, an official text book 
used in most Seminaries on this 
continent, lists the principal 
errors of their doctrine under the 
title of Mitigated Quietism, Nos. 
1185, 1186. 

Basically there are two ques- 
tions here at issue: (1) Did they 
teach error? (2) Were they in 
good faith? The objective and the 
subjective sides of the case. Mr. 
de la Bédoyére answers a cautious 
no to the first and an emphatic 
yes to the second. 





Well, he may be right and he 
may not be. This is a story of 
human dreams, passions and am- 
bitions, of doctrine written and 
re-written. 

Like most of our lives it is 
neither white nor black but most- 
ly gray. Hence the difficulty of 
reassembling for posterity the 
criss-crossing rays of light and 
darkness in the existence of men 
and women who seem to have 
been neither devils nor angels. 

The interested reader will find 
a somewhat different opinion on 
this matter in Msgr. Knox's “En- 
thusiasm,” Cr. XIV. 

And to think that there are 
some people who swear up and 
down that there is no freedom 
of discussion in the authoritarian, 
dogmatic, obscurantist Roman 
Catholic Church! They should 
read this book! 


COMBERMERE DIARY 


There are some new names and 
new faces in new places. Mary 
Ruth has been appointed to go 
to Maryhouse in the Yukon, while 
Kathleen O’Herin will return to 
Madonna House. Also, Francoise 
de Castro has returned to Com- 
bermere to teach for another year. 
Edith Scott has joined the Staff 
at Marian Centre. 

We enjoyed very much getting 
a first hand report on the Lit- 
urgical Conference that was held 
in London, Ontario, from Mamie 
Legris and -B who attended its 
sessions there during August. 

The first celebration of St. 
Joseph the Working Man, on 
September 3, Labor Day, which 
also coincided with the feast of 
St. Pius X, was a very happy one, 
not only because of the many 
guests — old and new friends — 
that were with us for the week- 
end, but also because on that day 
we received, from an anonymous 
donor who has a deep devotion 
to the Jesuit Martyrs, a gift of 
$3,000 for the St. Goupil’s Burse, 
to get us started building a dorm- 
itory for the men. 

These names were copied from 
our Mass book for priest guests: 
Msgr. Tessier of Edmonton; Fr. 
Lauder of Halifax; Fr. Bechard of 
Regina. 

On the birthday of our Lady, 
September 8th, we welcomed as 
Staff Worker Applicants: Rae 
Jean Neubig, Margaret Gallagher, 
Michael Wright, and Denis Hap- 
py; and as Visiting Volunteers: 
Rejeanne George, Ann Winter- 
mute, Bernadette Davis and Bon- 
nie Rater. 

Some people are praying for an 











Indian Summer — we are still 


; ard 0 
(which mercifully praying for Summer! 





' PROLOGUE 


By Jose De Vinck 
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In the name of the Father, and 
of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit, 
let us elevate our mind, and let 
us read for the better understand- 
ing of the Liturgy: of the most 
holy conversation between God 
in His mercy and in His eternal 
glory, and man in his frailty and 
in his present pain. 

The ways of God are unchang- 
ing: they are one continuous act 
of love. Not as if love flowed from 
God: Love is God and God is Love. 
There is God-Love in the creation 
of man; in the making of a being 
to whom the All-Perfect could 
give Himself, for man was not 
made for the benefit of God, 
whose delight cannot be increas- 
ed, but for the multiplication of 
love. 

There is God-Love in the prom- 
ise of the redemption: in the 
tender care lavished upon the 
seed of Abraham. 

There is God-Love in the priv- 
ileges of the Chosen People, so 
clearly manifested in the miracles 
of the Exodus, and commemor- 
ated in the liturgy of the Pass- 
over. 

There is God-Love in the songs 
of the kings, in the anxious 
warnings of the prophets, in the 
hopes of a whole people for a sal- 
vation yet to come. 

There is supreme God-Love in 
the sacrifice of the Lamb upon the 
cross, under which we live unto 
this very day. 

There will be God-Love until 
the end of time, as there was in 
the beginning and ever shall be 
forever and ever. Amen. 

The development of the Liturgy 
exactly follows the unfolding of 
revelation. We can see a straight 
unbroken line from the commem- 
oration of the Exodus to the pres- 
ent day ceremonies. All the basic 
elements of the Liturgy were pres- 
ent in the first, but only in sym- 
bolic form. They came _ to full 
maturity in Christ, on the day 
before His passion and on the day 
of His death. 

The four basic elements of the 
Liturgy, which can be defined as 
man’s answer to the call of God, | 
are also the four aspects of the 
religious mystery performed by} 
the children of God. They are: | 





THE COMMUNION, THE|!ead. 
THE cCOMm-|through the book. The simple 


THANKSGIVING, 


LIFE IN THE YUKON 


IS BEING AND DOING 





(Note—When you read this, 


Mrs. O’Herin will most likely be 


at Madonna House, Combermere. The doctors think it better for her 
health that she live in this effete eastern climate instead of in the rigor- 
ous arctic. It never gets colder than fifty below at Combermere even 


on areal cold day.) 


By Kathleen O’Herin 
Maryhouse, Whitehorse, Yukon — People here are like those 


in Combermere. They keep asking, 


“What do you do?” We reply, as 


we did in Combermere, that it is not what we do that counts; it is 
what we are, and what we are trying to be. But sometimes, for a 
second, or a few seconds, a rush of events goes through my mind. 


Something like this, perhaps: 
The Day Begins 
Early morning. Preparing 
breakfast. Waking up Indians in 
our hostel. Asking Joseph to 
brush his hair. Would Mary like 
to go to Confession? Getting a 
sweater for Joan. Stirring the oat- 
meal. Giving a last glance to see 
if the milk is on the table.Walking 
the few steps from the kitchen 
to the chapel. Are the hostel cur- 
tains closed? Oh, Sally needs a 
kerchief for her hair. Now to 
Meditate. 
God the Father, by your Im- 
maculate Daughter, hear us. 
God the Son, by your Immacu- 
late Mother, hear us. 





God the Holy Ghost, by your 
Immaculate Spouse, hear us, | 

O Mary Immaculate, pray. . | 
(A knock at the door.) 

Jimmy in the men’s hostel 
wants to know what time we serve 
breakfast. Louie told him last 
night, but Jimmy was a wee bit 
foggy then. “At eight, Jimmy. We 
will call you. Mass will begin in 
a few minutes. Would you like to 
come?” We take our places and 
I pick up that interrupted medi- 
tation: 

St. Joachim and St. Anne, Par- 
ents of Mary Immaculate, 
pray for us.” 

I must help Mary into the little 
sacristy where Fr. Gene is hear- 
ng confessions. 

St. Joseph, spouse of the Im- 

maculate Virgin, pray for us. 

Holy Angels, servants of the 
Immaculate Virgin pray for 
us. 

Saints in Heaven and Servants 
of Mary Immaculate pray for 
UB 3 

Now I must escort Mary to her 
chair, and place in her hands a 
little prayer book Father Triggs 
compiled. We know Mary doesn’t 
But she likes to look 


MEMORATION, AND THE SAC-| Prayers that come from her heart 


RIFICE. 


PRAY THE ROSARY 





Our Lady of Fatima, and the 
three little shepherds, may not 
be going any place in this half a 
boat that stands by the highway; 
but their message continues to 
circle the earth. Pray the Rosary. 





THE COMMUNION—The Com- 
munion, properly speaking, is the 
gathering of the children of God, 
in His name and for the purpose 
of glorifying Him. It consists both 
in a public and a family worship: 
a public worship, for the whole 
tong of Israel celebrate the 

asch at the same time; a family 
worship, for it is offered by a 
closely knit group, held together 
by a spiritual bond rather than 
by ties of blood relationship. 
This bond consists in the com- 
mon search for God, in spirit and 
in truth. 

THE THANKSGIVING — In 
the Synagogue assembly many 
Scriptural texts are read aloud 
in remembrance of the favors 
received, many prayers of grati- 
tude and praise are recited, and 
hope is expressed for future 
favors, particularly for the com- 
ing of the promised Savior. 

THE COMMEMORATION— In 
the meal, through which life is 
sustained, men have always seen 
@ symbol of the life-giving power 
of God. But the Jews were the 
first to recognize this formally in 
their Passover ritual by the bless- 
ing of bread and wine. They had 
the clear knowledge that all good 





{Continued on Page Four) 


‘could not be contained in any 


5a | OO. 


| Father Gene intones “In nom- 
jine Patris, et Filii, et Spiritus 
|Sancti. Amen. Introibo ad altare 
|Dei.”” All is reverence during the 
Mass with only the odd inter- 
jruption that can’t be avoided. 

' The day has started. 

| Often We Just Listen 

| W 


hal do we do? I remember 
Annie frcm Upper Liard — re- 
| eased from the hospital and 
|wa'ting at Maryhouse for some 
{kind of transpertation home. 
|; Annie is always cold. On our 


/warmest day—it was about eighty 
| legrees — she sat next to the hot 
| stove, took off three pairs of 
|socks, rolled up her winter under- 
| vear, then baked her feet in the 
} oven. 

| At dinner she is not shy. When 
iher plate is empty, she lets us 
| <now what she thinks of our food. 
| “You no cook good. Too wet. I big 
sick. Feel awful bad. Too much 
here. No like white man’s grub. 
No happy. No moose meat. No 
fish.” 

I remember Sadie from Snag. 
She was helping us wash _ the 
dishes and talking of her great 
grandmother who lived at Scotty 
Creek. 

“For diapers,” Sadie said, “she 
put the fleecy lining of a squir- 
rel’s nest inside a soft gopher 
skin, and changed the lining each 
time it was wet. The baby never 
chafed. The skin kept the baby 
warm. Sometimes she’d use red 
moss, which grows thick in the 
bush, instead of a squirrel’s nest. 
For powder she would toast the 
bark of the alder tree and scrape 
it off. It makes a fine pink powd- 
er. For baby oil we melt the mar- 
row of bones, it is very smooth.” 

In the evenings at Maryhouse 
sometimes — we just listen and 
learn. 

Usually We Are Busy 

I remember — Mamie was on 
her vacation. It was one of those 
days when the clothing room was 
busy. Native children being out- 
fitted for school. Telephone calls. 
Visitors. Library books in de- 
mand. Another knock at the door. 
A mountie and two frightened 
boys. Could we keep them over- 
night? Tomorrow they would be 
on their way to an Indian Resi- 
dential School. We put them in 
the library and gave them books 
to read and a good supper. Louie 
cut their hair and saw that they 
were in bed by nine-thirty. At a 
late hour, Sally, an Indian lady, 
was pounding on my door very 
excitedly. “Those boys jump out 
window and run away. They make 








|awful noise and wake me up.” 


Louie spent until midnight 
driving through back alleys, in 
Moccasin Flats and Whiskey 
Flats. So did the mountie. About 
two a.m. the mountie brought 
Sammy, the 7 year old, to our 
door. He had been found on the 
high bluff overlooking Whitehorse 
near the Weather Station. The 
older boy had run away. 

On the advice of the RCMP, I 
took away all of Sammy’s clothes. 
The next morning he was run- 
ning through the house in 
pyjamas secured here and there 
with plenty of safety pins. All he 
needed was a turban to fit the 
costume. 


He was a _ michievous little 
urchin with an all but toothless 
jgrin. All summer he and his 


friend had run, slept, and eaten 
where and when they could — 
just like little bear cubs. 

“How did they catch you, Sam- 
my? Did you run fast? 

“Yep — but the mountie, he 
run faster.” 

Life at Maryhouse? God’s will! 
Mary’s way! 

We live between two Masses. 





A PERSONAL TOUCH 


Many of our good friends ask 
us every year what would we like 
“PERSONALLY” for Christmas. 
Also friends and relatives of our 
Staff Workers wonder what they 
should give to those who have so 
joyously embraced Holy Poverty. 
The Staff are allowed to receive 
presents at Christmas. Simple 
gifts of useful clothing, perhaps, 
of good Catholic books, of missals 
and prayer books, but above all, 
all of us, collectively and singly, 
will be grateful for a subscription 
to a good magazine which all of 
us, and our far flung neighbors, 
will benefit from. 

HERE THEN IS A LIST OF 
SUCH: 
Information, c/o Periodica Inc., 

5112 Papineau Ave., Montreal 











34, P. Q. $6.00 yr. 
America, 70 E. 45th St., N.Y. 17, 
N.Y. $8.20 yr. 


American Home Magazine, Amer- 
ican Home Bldg., Forest Hills, 
Bek, ONAL. $3.00 yr. 

Amen, c/o The Vernacular So- 
ciety, P.O. Box 1791, Chicago 
90, Illinois $1.00 yr. 

Blackfriars, 34 Bloomsbury St., 
London, W.C., 1, Eng. $3.00 yr. 

Books on Trial, 210 Madison St., 


Chicago, Illinois $3.50 yr. 
Canadian Bee Journal, Streets- 
ville, Ontario $1.50 yr. 


Canadian Nurse, Suite 522, 1538 
Sherbrooke St. W., Montreal 25, 
RP... $3.00 yr. 

Canadian Home Journal, 73 Rich- 
mond St., W., Toronto 1, Ont. 

$1.00 yr. 

The Catholic World, 411 W. 59th 
St.,-N.». 19, NY. $5.50 yr. 

Chatelaine, McLane Publishing 
Co., 481 University Ave., Tor- 


onto 2, Ontario $2.00 yr. 
Commonweal, 386 Fourth Ave., 
N.Y... 10, Ns x. $7.50 yr. 


Cross Currents, 3111 Broadway, 


es at, Ded « $3.30 yr. 
Health, 111 Ave. Rd, Toronto, 

Ont. $2.00 yr. 
Herb Grower, Falls Village, Conn. 

ie ee $2.50 yr. 
Jubilee, 377 Fourth Ave., N.Y. 16, . 

N.Y. $5.00 yr. 


Life, 340 N. Michigan Ave., Chi- 


cago, Illinois $7.25 yr. 
The Monstrance, St. Francis 
Church, Melbourne Cl, Aus- 
tralia $1.50 yr. 


Popular Mechanics, 200 E. On- 
tario St., Chicago 11, Illinois 
Lm $3.50 yr. 
Profitable Hobbies, 737 Hobbies 
Bldg., Kansas City 11,Mo. © 
; $3.50 yr. 
Reader’s Digest, 1015 Beaver Hall 
Mill, Montreal, P.Q... $3.00 yr. 
St. Joseph’s Magazine, St. Bene- 
dict, Oregon $4.00 yr. 
Saturday Evening Post, Independ- 
ence Sq., Philadelphia 5, Pa. 
; bite, OOO Yr. 
Sponsa Regis, St. John’s Abbey, 
Collegeville, Minn. $2.00 yr. 
Theology Digest, School of Divin- 
ity, St. Louis University, St. 
Louis, Missouri $2.00 yr. 
Time, 25 Adelaide St. W., Toronto, 
Ont. ‘, $6.50 yr. 
La Vie Spirituelle, Editions du 
Cerf, 35 rue de la Tour Maul- 
bourg, Paris 7, France $5.00 yr. 
Workbasket, 543 Westport Road, 
Kansas City 11, Mo. ... $2.50 yr. 
Worship, St. John’s Abbey, Col- 
legeville, Minn. ... $3.50 yr. 
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CHRISTIAN EDUCATION 
FOR RURAL LIVING 


Dom Virgil Michel 














(Restoration has been given 
permission to reprint some of the 
articles written by the late Dom 
Virgil Michel, the Benedictine 
priest who was regarded as THE 
authority on the liturgy — and 
whose fire and fervor had much 
to do with the growth of this 
Apostolate of Madonna House. 
This is the first of several.) 


One of the outstanding charac- 
teristics of our education from 
the grades up is its complete 

rmeation by the outlook and 
deals of laissez-faire liberalism. 
As a result our education has 
tended everywhere to instil am- 
bition for the more comfortable 
or easy-money city life. Even the 
rural schools have had complete- 
ly “citified” curricula. 

As against this perverted ideal, 
some Catholics and others are 
reverting to the ideal of educa- 
tion for rural living. That a rural 
life, as contrasted with the high- 
powered mechanical life of the 
modern city, is more truly Chris- 
tian is now. generally ac- 
cepted. Hence the importance of 
bringing to the fore the implica- 
tions of any educational program 
that aims at this truly Catholic 
ideal. 

No Carbon Copy 

A general education for rural 
living should not duplicate the 
specific work now being done at 
our best state agricultural col- 
leges. It should not aim to devglop 
expert research specialists in 
agriculture, in soil analysis, or 
in the discovery of cures and pre- 
ventives of plant and animal dis- 
eases, nor professional experi- 
menters in new agricultural ways 
and means. 

It should not be vocational at 
all in the technical sense in which 
that word is used today. But it 
would be vocational in the wider 
Christian sense. That is, it would 
make of rural living a vocation 
rather than a mere _ business. 
Rural living would be the means 
of fulfilling the Catholic’s voca- 
tion as a member of Christ, and 
as a cultured gentleman in the 
best meaning of that term. And 
this would be attained through 
the best means and methods of 
rural cultivation. 

A general curriculum aiming 
at that end would have to empha- 
size the various aspects of a full 
Christian life, of course not, as 
sO many separate segments, but 
as parts of an integral whole. 
Several main aspects come to 
mind at once. 

1, There is first of all the super- 
natural aspect of Christian life. 
The Christian must become aware 
of the rich significance of his 
status as a member of the Mys- 
tical Body of Christ, of what 
active and intelligent member- 
ship is in the way of participa- 
tion — participation in the public 
and solemn worship of the 
Church, and participation out- 
Side, in all the fields of Catholic 
action and lay apostleship. 

Man’s and God’s 

The supernatural ideals of life 
would include proper understand- 
ing of the right relation between 
the supernatural and the natural, 
the spiritual and the material, the 
divine in the supernaturalized 
man of grace and the human in 
him — not only the proper harm- 
ony between the two members of 
each pair, but the essential need 
of each for the other for produc- 
ing an integral Christian life. 

. In the domain of natural 
human knowledge, a firmly 
eeaow rational conception of 
ife and of the nature of things 
is indispensable even for the 
attainment of the above super- 
natural goal, in the abundance 
desired by Christ. Some under- 
standing must be had of the phil- 
osophy of individualism, as of 
collectivism, and of the implica- 
tions of each in human life and 
society. Against these two must 
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be set forth the philosophy of 
personalism, an understanding of 
the true nature of man as being 
both individual and social, and 
of the best natural life, of the 
basic social units, etc. This would 
include the whole philosophy of 
cooperation in the untechnical 
sense of that term), or personal 
social responsibility, of respon- 
sible citizenship, etc. In opposi- 
tion to the ideals of life char- 
acterizing the era of our civiliza- 
tion that ended with the year 
1929, there must be a _ proper 
analysis and understanding of 
the artificiality of present-day 
life, and of the decadence of its 
bourgeois culture; and likewise 
of its mechanization even of 
Christian religious life. 
A Better Life 

3. Finally there is the agricul- 
tural aspect of rural living. The 
evils and the unchristian effects 
of pure commercial farming and 
of exploitation of the sail, as 
direct rural counterparts of our 
citified bourgeois culture, must 
be convincingly exposed. The 
family farm must be stressed, and 
the primacy of subsistence farm- 
ing; and a general acquaintance 
must be formed with the best 
existing means and methods for 
realizing these ideals, and_ the 
proper intellectual equipment 
and mentality built up for con- 
tinuing to seek improvement in 
these. 

The ideal to be striven for in 
this regard would include the 
fullest attainment possible of the 
modern means of better living 
that have hitherto been too ex- 
clusively the property of the city 
dweller. All the new modern 
means of self-help, as well as the 
devices of mutual help among 
members of the same community, 
should be studied — rural electri- 
fication with all its possibilities, 
agricultural associations, produc- 
er and consumer cooperatives, 
credit unions, the new agricul- 
tural possibilities that we are only 
beginning to become aware of 
today, etc. Included in this is 
adequate acquaintance with the 
many sources available for agri- 
cultural information and aid, the 
federal, state, and county center, 
plus other and private sources of 
knowledge and inspiration. 


(To be continued) 





POPE PIUS XII 


(Continued from Page One) 

which unite them... It is not 
simply a matter of a worker hired 
and paid for his labor, it is a 
matter of a man, a member of 
human society, who comes to co- 
operate for the welfare of that 


same society in the given in- 
dustry. 

A business does not monopolize 
initiatives which are outside its 
particular scope of activity and 
belong personally to the workers. 
Besides, a modern business firm 
does not disintegrate into a game 
of technical functions coordin- 
ated in an anonymous manner. 

It unites, through contracts, 
associates whose responsibilities 
are different and _ hierarchical; 
but to whom work should give the 
means of fulfilling better and 
better their moral, personal, fam- 
ilial and social obligations. They 
must loyally render to each other 
a mutual service and if the con- 
cern of employers is to treat the 
workers as men, they should not 
be satisfied with utilitarian con- 
siderations: production is not an 
end in itself. 

Transcendent and Absolute 
Value—Every man represents a 
transcendent and absolute value: 
the Author of human nature has 
given him an immortal soul. 
Moreover He became Man and 
identified Himself morally with 
everyone who looks to others for 
the needs of life that he lacks: 
“As long as you did it to one of 
these, my least brethren, you did 
it to me.” (Matt. 25, 40). He Him- 
self did not come to be served 
(cf. Matt. 20, 28), and He did not 
hesitate to give His life to save 
mankind. There is the origin of 
the high dignity of every human 
being and the responsibility of 
whoever takes a man _ into his 
service. 

That is why We eagerly hope 
that what you have accomplished 
during these days of study has 
brought not only enlightenment 
but also a deeper understanding 
of the difficulties of others, a 
mutual and more sincere benev- 
olence and the will to seek the 
necessary agreement on _ both 
sides with mutual respect and 
with constant solicitude for the 
general welfare. 

—Excerpts from the Pope’s 
address to the International Con- 
ference on Human Relations in 














Industry. Feb. 25, 1956. 


PROLOGUE 


comes from the one creating God; 
and before partaking of His gifts, 
they acknowledged their indebt- 
edness through commemorative 
ceremonies and prayers. 

THE SACRIFICE — Under the 
Old Law, at a certain point of the 
meeting, an animal was _sacri- 
ficed as a means of recognizing 
the supreme power of God. With 
the progressive enlightenment 
brought about by the prophets, 
under the inspiration of the Holy 
Spirit, a bloodless sacrifice was 
instituted. The earlier practices 
were symbolically represented, 
but the new forms remained an 
expression of dependency upon 
the absolute power of God. 

The Liturgy of the Church is 
the continuation and the crown- 
ing of these ancient ceremonies, 
and particularly a renewal of 
their final and perfect form as 
it was performed by Christ dur- 
ing the Last Supper and through 
His death on the cross. The only 
perfection lacking in the Old 
Testament ceremonies was pre- 
cisely the very essence of the 
Liturgy: the person of Christ, 
Who did not come to destroy the 
law and the prophets, but to ful- 
fill them. 

On the day before His death, 


| 





WHAT TO GIVE 
FOR CHRISTMAS 


WHY NOT BE ORIGINAL? 
WHY NOT ...IF YOU LIVE 
IN ANY OF THE TEN 
PROVINCES OF CANADA 
.. . GIVE TO YOUR REL- 
ATIVES OR FRIENDS ... 
A GIFT SUBSCRIPTION TO 
OUR UNIQUE CATHOLIC 
LENDING LIBRARY _ BY 
MAIL... ONLY ONE LITTLE 
DOLLAR FOR THE SUB- 
SCRIPTION! IT WILL 
BRING A YEAR-LONG EN- 
JOYMENT TO THEM ... 
FROM A WIDE — ELEVEN 
THOUSAND BOOKS 
CATHOLIC LIBRARY. 


WHY NOT GIVE A SUB- 
SCRIPTION TOO TO 
YOUR FAVORITE PRIEST 
... PASTOR . . . CONFES- 
SOR ... OR CHAPLAIN — 
OR YOUR FAVORITE NUN 
BOTH OF WHOM ARE SO 
HARD TO FIND GIFTS 
FOR? 


IF YOU ARE AN ALUM- 
NUS OF A COLLEGE OR 











Christ assembled His disciples for 
the traditional religious meal. He} 
did not overthrow any rule nor | 
break any law: He lived accord- | 
ing to the law but, taking what 
the law had established, He ele- 
vated it to its final perfection. 
There is no break between the 
Old and the New Testament. The 
New Testament is but the fullfill- 
ment of the Promise, the elevation 
of the symbolical forms to their 
true and definitive reality. 

In the gathering at the Cenacle, 
the four elements of the Liturgy 
were fully present, and all four 
received their highest and most 
mysterious value by being in 
some manner identified with the 
person of Christ. 
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THE COMMUNION — Instead 
of meeting in the expectation of 
a Savior, the Apostles, and 
through them ali future genera- 
tions of Christians, came togeth- 
er in the presence and in the life 
and in the love of Christ, who 
thus consummated the mystery 
of Union of Love. 

THE THANKSGIVING — The 
supreme thanksgiving is found 
here, where God, made man, and 
in the name of mankind, gives 
thanks to His Father in heaven. 
This is the only infinite, perfect 
and all-satisfying act of gratitude, 
the only one worthy of the infin- 
ity of God’s goodness: the grati- 
tude of the Word to the Father, 
expressing the mystery of the 
Trinity. 

THE COMMEMORATION— All 
the benefits of olden days had 
been remembered in the ritual 
readings. Now Christ adds this 
new and mysterious gift: His own 
Body and Blood. The bread and 
the wine, the life-giving food and 
drink, are there. But by the power 
of God, and through the actions 
of Christ, these natural gifts, 
these sustainers of the body, are 
made into the food and the drink 
of the soul, the Body and the 
Blood of Christ, Who was to give 
Himself completely, the following 
day, by dying upon the cross. To 
the wealth of God’s bounty is 
added the treasure of treasures: 
the Son of God Himself, with the 
promise of the gift of the Spirit. 
And a new commemoration is 
established: “Do this in remem- 
brance of Me.” 

THE SACRIFICE — Once again 
the blood of the Lamb is to flow. 
Not this time as a symbol and a 
prefiguration, but through the 
actual sacrifice of the Son of God. 
From now on, and until the end 
of time, the same sacrifice will be 
renewal as it was foreseen by 
Melchisedech. No other sacrifice 
will be fully acceptable to the 
Father, no other blood but the 
Blood of the Son which flows 
through the veins of the martyrs 
and of all those who suffer in the 
name of Christ. 

In Christ, all four mysteries of 
the divine liturgy are completed 
and accomplished: for in Him is 
the Communion, from Him the 
Thanksgiving, of Him the Com- 
memoration, and by Him the 
Sacrifice. In a continuous flow, 
the Old Law passes into the New, 
the law of fear into the law of 
love, the promise into the fulfill- 
ment, and the worship of the 
Chosen People into the Liturgy 


























HIGH SCHOOL, WHY NOT 
SUBSCRIBE FOR THE OLD 
LIBRARY ... OR FOR 
YOUR BEST LOVED CHAR- 
ITABLE INSTITUTION? 


WRITE TO MISS MARY 
ROWLAND, MADONNA 
HOUSE LIBRARY, COM- 
BERMERE, ONT., CANADA. 
SEND A DOLLAR, AND 
THE FULL NAME AND AD- 
DRESS OF THE RECIPIENT 
OF YOUR GIFT. SHE WILL 
SEND A SUITABLE CARD, 
AND A CATALOGUE TO 
CHOOSE FROM. 
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BE ORIGINAL! .. . SUB- 
SCRIBE TO OUR LIBRARY 
FOR OTHERS! 
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LOVE LETTER 


(Continued from Page One) 
God Woos Us 

You had trouble Yourself, God, 
making Yourself loved. At first 
You were not Love at all, in the 
human mind. You were justice, 
vengeance, eternal punishment. 
You were terrible! You were in- 
finitely terrible! So men insisted. 
You told Adam and Eve of 
Your love. You told others of it, 
through Your prophets. You set 
one people apart from all others 
that they might love You. You 
let us know You wanted our love. 
You were patient with us, infin- 
itely patient, wooing us. And we 
spurned You, and still spurn You. 
Finally, when all else failed, 
You let Your Son be born of a 
woman and dwell among us. And 
You not only permitted Him to 
die for the love of us; You or- 
dained it! 
You didn’t need our love, God. 
You don’t need it now. You don’t 
need anything or anybody. You 
are complete in Yourself. Yet You 
went to infinite trouble — pardon 
the crude human expression — to 
get us to love You. Why? Because 
You wanted us to be happy, and 
You knew we could be happy only 
in loving You? 
Why You love me I don’t know. 
I don't have to know. Why you 
let me love You I don’t know 
either. But I’m glad You do. 
I’m glad I let myself be loved. 
I did that when I became a slave 
of Mary — and of her Son. Mary 
and Jesus love their slaves beyond 
all telling. Yes, I’m glad I love 
You. I wish I could love You more. 


He Demands Love 
You have even commanded us 
to Love You. But how few of us 
have even listened to that com- 
mand! 
The boys and girls in Madonna 
House love You; and they have 
much more to give than I. They 
have youth and innocence and 
willingness and strength and a 
vast courage; and I am only an 
impatient.old man. Send us more 
boys and girls like those we have. 
Send us many more. Send us 
scores, hundreds, thousands — 
even millions, in due time. Send 
us as many as You can, and send 
us the means of housing and 
training them. Please do that, 
God. 
Then teach us how to train 
them, not only to love, but to be 
beloved. Then, since loved feeds 
on love, and the beloved becomes 
a burning lover, we shall set the 
world on fire with love of You. 
Thanks, incidentally, for help- 
ing us build St. Goupil’s for the 
men. Thanks also, and not at all 
incidentally, for the men You 
sent us. We grow fast, Lord, 
through Your love and clemency. 
But we have just begun to grow. 








of Holy Mother Church, 


With all my love. Your Eddie. 
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Staff Worker Applicants Margaret Gallagher, (Michigan), 
and Rae Jean Neubig, (Florida), rejoice to learn that their orange- 
crate laundry will be transferred, as soon as possible, to the new St. 
Goupil’s building. In this picture, however, they are too busy to 
think about the contemplated move. This is a corner in the present 


St. Goupil’s. 








LOOKS AT BOOKS | 


OUR TIME IS NOW. A study 
of some modern congregations 
and Secular Institutes, by Mary 
O’Leary, Burns and Oates, $2.25. 
This is a most timely book. It 
should be read by all those in- 
terested in modern youth, the 
psychological climate in which it 
today has its being, which so 
deeply affects its thinking and 
bears so gravely on its choice of 
vocation. It is a strangely deep 
book. It deals with eternal veri- 
ties as taking on flesh in our 
midst, in a new and startling way, 
a way that brings the Gospels 
and Christ into the market places 
of the world. It deals with a con- 
secrated, dedicated way of life, 
the Constitutional outlines of 
which were written by Pope Pius 
XII himself, and it opens vistas 
of apostolic endeavors undreamed 
of by the average Catholic. 

It speaks of the new type of 
Religious life, which consists less 
in avoiding risks by separation 
from the world, or by outward 
observance than in orienting the 
whole of NORMAL LIFE TO- 
WARD THE LOVE OF GOD 
AND OUR FELLOW MEN, a life 
that wants to use the very diffi- 
culties of daily existence as a 
means of self renunciation and 
as a concrete profession of the 
three religious vows. 

It is a book for the Hierarchy, 
sorely beset with the shortage of 
priests and the need of apostolic 
endeavors. It is a book for priests 
who, burning with zeal, yet feel 
frustrated because of their alone- 
ness. In this book they will find 
ways of training obedient and 
consecrated lay help. 

It is a book for youth seeking 
answers to the question of their 
vocation. It is a book for everyone 
who wants to behold the workings 
of the Spirit in our day. 

Above all, it is a book for the 
new world, the English-speaking 
world that lags so woefully be- 
hind in the work of restoring its 
world to Christ. 

It is written by one from within 
the vocation, who knows whereof 
she speaks, knows it not only in- 
tellectually but experimentally. 
She speaks profound truths in the 
simple language of today, and 
opens spiritual horizons with 
every sentence. 











PILGRIM VIRGIN | 


(Continued from Page One) 


to make Him strong. Our Lady 
is very interested in St. Joseph’s 


House. a... 
There was a knock at the door. 


Father Moore came in, just back 
from Old Crow, tired and weary. 

“Will you have a cup of coffee, 
Father?” 

“Yes, I’d love a cup of coffee. 
But I never leave Our Lady alone 
in the van. May I bring her in?” 

I carried the statue in — Our 
Lady’s second visit to Maryhouse 
— and placed it on the dining 
room table. I had the honor of 
placing the crown on her head. 
Then we all had coffee at Our 
Lady’s feet. 

Father Moore talked about the 
visit to Old Crow. When he got 
up to leave, he looked at the 
statue, and said: ‘Would you and 
Louie like to have her with you 
in St. Joseph’s Shack tonight, 
Father?” 

A Third Visit! 

We could hardly believe the 
words we heard. The Pilgrim- 
Virgin in St. Joseph’s Shack! 

Carefully, reverently, Louie and 
I carried the statue across the 
wide expanse of Cook Street and 
placed it on the table that serves 
as my desk in the shack. We put 
the crown on her head and a vigil 
light at her feet. 

I stepped out into the starry 
night. Only the southern half of 
the sky had stars. The northern 
half was aglow with the night- 
time twilight of the Yukon in 
July. The mountain peaks round- 
about were plainly visible in the 
moonlight. 

The stillness and peace of the 
sleeping city made a strange 
lullaby that somehow re-echoed 
in the depths of my soul. Seldom 
have I felt Our Lady so near, so 
touchable ... 

Not only was she near. She was 
here. 

Then I understood better those 
words of the hymn to “Our Lady 
of Combermere” .. . 

“Dwell with us in the valley of 
your love. 

Lift our hearts to the heights 
up above.” 











RESTORATION, 
COMBERMERE, 
ONTARIO, CANADA 


1 Year — $1.00 





Please enter the following subscription: 
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